THE NINETEENTH CENTURY CHILDREN. 

(As sung by Santa Claus.) 


Reported by Emilie Poulsson. 


Reporters Note No. I. 

I can’t tell where I heard it; 

But yet I can’t be wrong. 

I must have heard old Santa Claus 
Sing something like this song, 

Or how could I have told you, 

Or ever have found out 
That Santa Claus could sing at all, 

Or what he sang about? 

SONG. 

The children of the present 

Are wondrous wise, ’t is said; 

No superstitious thoughts are found 
In any little head. 

(“But bless their hearts!” laughed Santa, 
Right merrily laughed he. 

“They cannot bear to give me up; 

They still believe in me — 

Oh, yes! 

Some still believe in me.”) 

They don’t believe in fairies — 

They don’t believe in gnomes. 

Enchanted castles they “ pooh-pooh! ” 

And likewise haunted homes. 

They don’t believe in mermaids 
With flowing sea-green locks; 

And brownies they disdain — except 
Those made by Palmer Cox. 

(“But bless their hearts!” laughed Santa, 
Right merrily laughed he. 

“They cannot bear to give me up; 

They still believe in me— 

Oh, yes! 

Some still believe in me.”) 

They don’t believe in witches, 

They don’t believe in ghosts; 

They don’t believe in woodland nymphs, 
Nor in the goblin hosts. 
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They don’t believe in giants, 

In magic cloak or hat; 

They only smile at “bogie men” 

(I’m very glad of that). 

(And then again laughed Santa, 

Right merrily laughed he. 

“They cannot bear to give me up; 

They still believe in me — 

Oh, yes! 

Some still believe in me!”) 

They don’t believe in Crusoe! 

Nor yet in William Tell! 

And some have even thrown aside 
The cherry-tree as well! 

But every year at Christmas 
Their faith in me revives. 

“Oh, good old Santa Claus,” they say, 
“We ’ve loved you all our lives!” 

(“Yes, bless their hearts!” laughed Santa, 
Right merrily laughed he. 

“They cannot bear to give me up; 

They still believe in me — 

Oh, yes! 

Some still believe in me.”) 

Reporter's Note No. 2. 

This song shows how he values 
You faithful little folks, 

Who still believe in Santa Claus 
In spite of many jokes. 

So hang your stockings, youngsters, 

And write notes trustful-ly; 

And don’t you pain the dear old chap 
By in-cre-du-li-ty. 

(“For bless their hearts!” sings Santa, 
Right merrily sings he. 

“They cannot bear to give me up; 

They still believe in me — 

Oh, yes! 

Some still believe in me.”) 
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